Farewell, Cassandra, and, Marie, farewell,
whom at Borgeuil I loved three years in vain,
One lives, and one is sleeping (and who can tell
how the earth's loss becomes all heaven's gain!)
In my young April under your bright spell
I strayed ensorceled, but your high disdain,
as the left-handed shears remorseless fell,
not by my tears were softened nor my pain,
And now unhappy I, unhappier yet
in autumn find that passion builds in spring
its restless mansions for my age to dwell in,
My time's long served, but love, the martinet,
my colonel, bids me, sharply threatening,
storm a new Troy and win a second Helen,